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Porter. “ AXY MORE LuGcaGE, Sir?” 


THE CORELLI CLUB. MENU. Ensemble.—* For she's a jolly good 
Tur Omar Khayy4m Club,the John- Al Peg jem, . het 
son Club, the Pepys Club, the Boz a Bonne Femme, During the evening the Chairman 
Club, dhe Vagabands Club, the Wikiie- Fish. will deliver an address on 
i friars Club being insufficient for the | Sole of Lilith. 
nvivial needs of literary London, it has | Beurre fondu. lin which he will ecfrry the history of 
been suggested that a Thackeray Club Homard aux Dames. the quaint old Warwickshire town down 
—a “ formed too. And why not? _ Entrées. to the present day and show what 
\ dinner by any name may be equally Critie braisé. blessings it labours under. 
edible, and there is no reason why men | Trustee minced. 
with good appetites should not call them- | ‘ : 
lves Thackerayans if they want to. | Rot. The Effect of the Warwick Pageant 
Rather let us have more dining clubs | Venison (from Charleote). « oe mew = ae 
than fewer. Why stop at THackeray ? Wines. c. Fre Reg g Byer arg ta 
hy celebrate only thedead 2? Why not “ Boy.” Vermouth. and Son.”——Derby Daily Telegraph 
ie a Corelli lub, for example, to do | We understand from the auditors that 
7 to the ar wy a, ” | the business is not what it was two 
ppuy in our midst, 0 rensure oO ‘ “re oor 
Huron? "Aca help to the eneracte| PROGRAMME OF mrusto, = |‘Vusind scars ago 
| tlemen who bring such projects as|Song . .. . 
| these to a head the following tentative “The Que 
gramme has been drawn up. The | Song 
is SHAKSPEARE says) is easy. " 
INAUGURAL NIGHT OF THE 
CORELLI CLUB. 


Chairman: Mr. Stoney Lee. 








|“* Srratrorp-ON-Avon since SHAKSPEARE,” 


( 





\\ 





No Flowers, by request. 


« + Mr. Stover Lee| From a magazine poem: 
en's Marie.” “ At last upon the mantelpiece 


sas « Be Bee Comm The wretched thing } saw 
a . - a 2 Of course it was my collar stud 
My Sweet Sweeting (Corelli That I was hunting for! 





Selections from Ginevra da Siena (Corelli). The time would have been more 


. « «+ «) Mr. Hane Case! profitably employed, perhaps, in hunting 
“ Romeo's Good Night” (Corelli). ‘for a rhyme. 


Song .« 
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THE BIRTHRIGHT OF THE FREE. 


Mr. Hanae, in exposing his new Army Scheme, gave it as his 
opinion that the country “will not be dragooned into conscription.” 
In other, and less conventional, terms it is the inalienable right of the 
freeborn British citizen to decline to lift a finger in his co 
defence 
© Crry clerk, in whom the hopes are stored 
Of England's manhood, let me talk with you 
With you whose pen is mightier than the sword 
And far, far safer, too). 


Soon you will trip to some salubrious Spa, 

Or pluck delight from Southend shrimps and tea, 
Flaunting beneath a so-called Panama 

Beside the so-called sea. 


There you will blow the expense and softly lie 
In some hotel abutting on the brine, 

And have your food (en pension) served you by 
A waiter from the Rhine. 


Him you will treat with well-deserved contempt, 
Poor Teuton, seared with vile Conscription’s brand, 
Not, like yourself, a gentleman exempt 
From duty to his land. 


You are a free-born City clerk, and boast 
That you can buy the necessary slaves 
Tommies that undertake to man the coast, 

And Tars to walk the waves. 


Besides, the leisure hours in which you slack 
Are owed to Sport—the Briton’s primal law ; 
You have to watch a game of ball, or back 
A horse you never saw. 


Splendid, mon brare! you have a sporting nerve 
Unknown to these dull churls of Teuton breed : 

Yet here's a man has learned at least to serve 
His Fatherland at need. 


He sings his Wacht am Rhein, and, if the thing 
Wants watching with a rifle, he ll be there ; 
When you've invited Heaven to “save the King” 

You think you ve done your share. 


They ‘ve taught him how to march in fighting kit 
And drill a likely hole in human butts; 
You have no discipline and couldn't hit 
A haystack, not for nuts. 


His women-folk are safe in their appeal 
To his protection when the bullets skirl, 

While your “ fionsy "-—well, I really feel 
(Quite sorry for the girl. 


For this poor “conscript ’ whom the tyrants grind, 
Though he may miss your British freedom’s scope, 

Yet knows the use of arms, where vou would find 
Your legs your only hope. 


So doff your hat to him when next you meet, 
And pray that, when his prentice task is done, 
If vou should cross him on a raiding beat, 
He'll give vou time to run, O.§, 








Curious Treatment of a Famous Dean. 


“Dean Cuvrcn.—The interior of Dean Church is being thoroughly) 
cleaned and painted.”— West Cumberland Times 





AwnotHer Morro For THE Packers.—Omnia possumus omnes 
We all can everything. 
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SPORTING ESTATES TO LET. | 


[A contemporary states that insect and moth hunting are the very 
recreations for the jaded business man. | 


Tue Entomological Sporting Agency, Ltd., offers the fol- 


. —_— 2 : * 
im'ty’* ‘lowing splendid estates to City gentlemen, members of the 
| Stock Exchange, and other sportsmen. 


“In a picturesque part of Kent—old Elizabethan house 
Earwig Manor—with unequalled sporting and fishing rights 
It was in the back kitchen of this celebrated mansion that 
the famous Fitz-Tompkrys battue took place, in which 1,305 
brace of blackbeetles, 40 cockroaches, and 70 head of mixed 
‘game fell to a party of six slippers in one evening. The 
antique water-butts, on which the mansion depends for its 
water supply, afford excellent cover for water-beetle drives. 
Thirty coveys of this favourite sporting fowl were flushed | 
‘last season. The estate has always been strictly preserved, | 
'and no poaching chars or spring-cleaners have been allowed | 
on it for generations.” 

“Within fourteen miles of a railway station—-that super) 
family mansion, The Sluggery. This domain is well known | 
in sporting circles. 1,962 moths were secured in a single | 
carpet beat last season. The kitchen garden affords admir- | 
able facilities for the sport of slug-shooting. It was in the | 
grounds of this estate that Captain Longhowe (of the Royal | 
Marines) had his famous conflict with a ferocious slug, which | 
he detected in the act of carrying away the garden roller. | 
The fortunate renter of this estate will be able to reduce his | 
chemist’s bill considerably, as leeches of the finest sucking | 
power are always to be found on the premises.” | 

“Bluebag Hall—in the immediate vicinity of the pleasant 
town of Hartshorn. Few estates in England offer such 
attractions to the spirited sportsman. The stock of midges 
and gnats is absolutely unlimited, and the pleasant recreation 
of mosquito netting may be enjoyed at any hour of the day 
or night during the season. In addition there are on the 
estate several hundred wasps’ nests. The Bluebag wasps | 
provide the fastest runs across country of any wasps in the | 
United Kingdom. This is the only estate in England on 
which the sport of hornet-hunting in chain armour can be 
thoroughly enjoyed. The chain armour, diving dresses, and | 
other sporting costumes will be placed at the disposal of a 
thoroughly reliable tenant. 





“ Unequalled facilities for recovery are offered to sufferers 
|from rheumatism. The bee-stinging cure may be enjoyed in 
perfection.” 
| 








| GENTLEMEN v. PLAYERS. 
“Urgentur ... . longa 
Nocte carent quia vate sacro.” | 
Ir only some poet or else poetaster 
Had sung of the Players, when play was beginning, 
They might have averted the final disaster, 
And made a great match even greater by winning. 


They failed and were beaten before five-o’clock tea, 
And whate’er in the game at the Oval their fate is 
“Urgentur” at Lords for this year “longa Nocte.”* 


But, since they were wholly bereft “ sacri vatis,” | 
| 


* That is to say, “by long Kyox.” 








An Echo of Chicago. 
‘Fish and chips to be sold cheap: ill health sole cause."-——Lirerpool | 
Daily Post. 


= a ee Sai ; a 
“Choice of three honest half-legged horses . . . . suit Carrier.’’-- | 


Leicester Daily Mereury. 
“ Suit Carrier” seems hardly strong enough. He would 
appear to be absolutely necessary. 
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THE GREY KNIGHT RIDES ON. 
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Ethel (on a visit and sharing her cousin's lessons). “ YoU SHOULDN’T COUNT ON YouR FINGERS, May, My Governess NEVER LETS ME.” 
May. “ How po you count, THEN?” Ethel. “1 couNT ON MY TOES—THEN SHE CAN'T SEE ME DOING IT!” 








The choiee of ball, its “carry” and its flight, 
THE ORDEAL OF CHOICE. Its subsequent behaviour on the green, 
(A Golfing Soliloquy by a Junior Partner.) Claim anxious thought, Last week it was the “ Kite ;” 
: oe But now comes Horace —Hotcuiwson, | mean 
Round comes July, and with it comes the need, And fills me, in the Friday W. G., 
Ordained by custom, of my annual flitting With hopes of HasKeLis costing one-and-three ! 
My senior partner having so decreed bg 
But, e’er [ start, it first of all is fitting Again, shall I adopt the dises of Scairr 
To settle whither I intend to speed ; Or stud my solid soles with nails of metal ? 
And | have no compunction in admitting Alas! here too the cracks no clue vouchsafe 
That, each successive year, the task of choosing But differ each from each, like pot and kettle, 
Becomes more difficult and more confusing. While I, in search of guidance, fret and chafe 
. Beneath a load of problems none can settle. 
Golf summons me afield ; yet who am I [ cannot even find which rule is Cocker’s 
To weigh the claims of Gullane v. Tantallon ? 
To judge between Deal, Littlestone and Rye ? : 
Portmarnock, Rosapenna and Port Salon ? When the acknowledged experts disagree —— 
Fain would I see Strathpeffer ere I die, 7 | AYLOR with Bratp, and Sanpy Herp with Varpoy-- 
And quaff its healing waters by the gallon ; Phe indecision that bewilders me, 
Or view the lambent lights of the aurora A foozling layman, surely merits pardon. 
Amid the bunkers and the bents of Brora. Were it not safer then to shun the sea 
And drive a captive ball in my back garden, 
Some pens wax lyrical on Westward Ho! Arranging with my housekeeper to say 
Spite of its rushes loudly execrated. To callers that I’ve gone to —Cruden Bay ? 
St. Andrews is supreme; yet some I know 
Pronounce it overrun and overrated. 
Sandwich is sleepless in the dogstar’s glow, 
And by stockbrokers somewhat devastated. 
Tahinch allures, albeit somewhat windy ; 
And there are varying views about Kilspindie. 


Naps ene 


To golf in trousers or in knickerbockers ! 


ee 


Stay, what is that I hear, what ancient lilt ? 
“The Campbells,” so the organ grinds, “ are coming.” 
Shall I then in these sultry chambers wilt 
With Soorta’s spell in all my pulses drumming ? 
I hail the omen, Jenkins, pack my kilt! 
Farewell to Fashion's thraldom soul-benumbing ! 
Nor are my hours of slumber docked at night The die is cast: my doubts instanter vanish ; 
By musing merely on the choice of scene. I’m off to Campbeltown and Machrihanish. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Arrer all, the Kaiser's grandson is to 
christened Wituetm, and not Epwarp. 


The Karser will stick at nothing to 
gain the friendship of the United States 
He has now come to the rescue of the 
Beef Trust He has bought a steam 

wht from Mr. Armour for £15,000 


The Constitution of the Transvaal 

ill, it is said, comprise an Upper and 

Lower House and it is stated that 
yhen the (Crvernment abolishes our 
House of Lords, a scheme of State-aided 
Emigration for its members will be 
found to be ready 


lo the great annoyance of our Mr 
Wivsron Cnoercnm., the American Mr 
Winston Cuurcnitt is about to embark 
upon a political career. Our Mr. Wisston 
Cnorcnm. would like it to be known 
that he is the original Mr. Wiyston 
Cnurcwiit, and that all others are cheap 
if not tinned, imitations 


Those who had been prophesying the 
present Government's speedy death are 
coking rather foolish to-day. Mr a. 
(irpson Bow es has announced his inten 
tion in future to support Sir Henry 
C\wppect-Bannerwan and the Liberal 
party The news has fallen like a bolt 
from a pop-gun in the Conservative 


camp 


The repatriation placards having 
failed to arrest the attention of the South 
African coolies, the Government are, we 
hear, about to trv the effect of more 
ittractive posters by Mr. Joun HASSALL, 
Mr. Duptey Harpy, and Mr. Tom Brown 


We hear that Mr. Bytes is about to 
ask that a day may he set apart for the 
House of Commons to discuss the con 
duct of Sir Epwarp Grey, who has been 
showing marked pro British tendencies 


We fear that the official history of the 
struggle in South Africa contains a 
record not only of the mistakes of that 
contest, but also those of our next war. 


Several members of the House of 
(‘commons rifle team practised shooting 
it Staines last week, but none of them 
hit it, 


~ The Admiralty has directed that 
\merican tinned meat shall no longer 
be a compulsory ration in the British 
Navy. An appeal has now been received 
from Chicago that the products in 
question shall be retained as a punish- 
ment in view of the impending abolition 
of flogging. 





| We are not so sure that the 


Colonel who objected to some volun- 
teers wearing curls acted wisely. It is 
just conceivable that it might put the 
enemy off. a 

Mr. Janez Wotrre has beaten Captain 
Wese's record for the swim from Dover 
to Ramsgate, doing it not only in a 
shorter time but also to the accompani- 
ment of bagpipes. 


The announcement that one of our 
leading railway companies is about to 
make experiments in audible signalling 
has caused grave discontent among 
several persons who, in order to escape 
from the noise of a motor-bus route, 
have taken houses backing on a railway 
line in the hope of enjoying comparative 
quiet. 


We understand that Miss Cores 
new book to be published at the end 
of this month, will bear on its cover the 
following modest inscription : 


Toe Treasure or Heaven. 
Marie Cores. 


The suggestion has been made that 
we should have a reserve of judges. 
That is undoubtedly just what some of 
our judges lack. 


Great Britain, France, and Italy having 
concluded an Abyssinian Agreement 
inimical to the interests of Germany, 
Italy has courteously laid a copy of the 
Agreement upon the table of the German 
Foreign Office. 


Our plucky little allies are about to 
start motor-omnibus services at Osaka 
and Kobe. . 

The Alpine Clubs of Italy and Switzer- 
land propose to agitate for legislation 
rendering it compulsory for those who 
make difficult ascents to employ pro- 
The severest penalties 
are to be imposed on those who lose 
their lives owing to a neglect of this 
precaution, 


fessional guides. 


Both political parties in Kansas have 
been asked to incorporate in their plat- 
forms a plank demanding that shirts 
shall be made an inch longer in order 
to use up the surplus cotton crop, and it 
is rumoured that those interested in the 
cloth trade are about to demand that 
trousers shall in future button round 
the neck. 





Y. Why are the woods of the Amazon 
called virgin forests ? 

A. Because they have never been 
j} axed. 


LECTURES ON CHILD TRAINING. 
(Reported by Helen and Cecil.) 
Il. 


Wet, we hid in the fernery, like we 
did on Tuesday, to hear the second 
lecture by Lady Mowrrort’s Dear Man 
(on Child Training. Cecu. to write the 
| bits down, and me to remember what 
| he missed. 
| ‘There were more ladies than ever, and 
\they buzzed and chattered louder and 
louder, till there was suddenly a sort 
lof a swish—as if somebody out of The 
Strand Magazine had jumped in amongst 
‘them and shouted, “ Hands up!” 

(That is what Crem whispered. I 
shouldn't have thought of it myself.) 

And then Dear Man began. 

“Children have their just rights 
rights, remember !” 

“Hullo!” I murmured. 

“Shut up!” said Ceem, scribbling 
and moving his lips in and out, as he 
always does when he is keen. 

“Firstly: The child has a right to 
punishment—to learn that Acts bring 
Consequences.” 

Really, Cect. and me didn’t think 
much of that part of the lecture; but 
Ceci. thought he had better go on 
reporting, so that we might explain to 
Mother afterwards how silly it was. 

Dear Man gassed a lot about how if 
we over-eat we got pains, and if we sat 
up late we were unbearable next day, 
and if we didn’t learn our lessons we 
didn’t know them, and if we climbed 
trees we spoiled our clothes, and how 
they must be sure that the punishment 
was the natural consequence of the crime 
icommitted. That last wasn’t so bad, 
| for punishments are awfully monotonous 
| —Cecn. and me had often thought how 
{meen jollier it would be if they could 
‘invent fresh ones. But all the same 
|Cecm. wanted to run right in amongst 
| them and ask whether all of them stopped 
|doing things because they knew what 
| would happen. 
| Dad knows as well as well that eating 
|pork makes him unfit, but he will go 
on because he likes the crackling. And 
Mother—she knows that if she wears 
openwork stockings the midges simply 
torment her insteps. But she goes on 
buying them and groaning. 

“Never punish them when you are 
angry.” 

That, of course, was nonsense. 

Why, Mother could hardly bring her- 
self to punish us at all unless she were 
vexed or “tried,” as she calls it. And 
Dad —if he didn’t punish that very 
minute, he would laugh. Dad gets 
vexed as quick as boiling milk, and 
down again the moment he is off the fire. 
Fancy letting them keep back their punish- 
ments like lemonade with the corks out ! 
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Anyway, I generally get naughty in 
a hurry, and it is much jollier to have 
a good fizzy punishment in a hurry and 
be done with it, so that you can get time 
for sé mething else. 

Like when I cut off my curls and 
threw them into the fire. Dad was 
furious, quite as bad as when our new 
groom let down the yellow mare--and 
he was across the nursery in two strides. 

He glared at me, and I glared at him. 

“What did make you do it?” he 
asked. 

And I said: “I expect it was Satan— 
to hear them fizzle.” 

And Dad shot down in the rocking- 
chair, and creaked and creaked, looking 
at me till I ran and hugged him. 

“Never forget to punish them when 
they hare broken a rule.” 

That was, of course, another silly thing. 
Why, that would take all the sport out of 
life. It is just the off-chance that they 
will forget to punish that makes doing 
things so jolly! 

“ Don’t try to break a child’s will. It 
is his most precious possession.” 

Dear Man was getting more sensible 
again. They are trying to break React 
McDonavo’s will next door. They keep 
him in bed todo it. Crem and me went 
through the plum wall yesterday—that’s 
the quickest way to the Hall—and we 
halloo’d at his window, and he got up 
and danced to us in his pyjamas. It 
was just before lunch. They were 
trying to get him to put a book back on 
the shelf. 

“ Don't worry if your child says ‘I 
iron't’ now and then. He is only testing 
his own personality. He will want it 
all when he is grown up.” 

We don’t know what he meant by 
that. But when Cecm and me say “I 
won't”? we are generally testing Dad 
and Mother. We watch their eyes to 
know how long it is safe to do it. 

“But don’t you believe in implicit 
obedience of the child?” That was 
poor old Reaer’s mother who asked 
that, and we listened to our very teeth. 

“ Net invariably!” said Dear Man. 
“You may infinitely handicap your 
child in the Race of Life by demanding 
it unreasonably!” 


or else 


Wasnt he sweet ? 

“ Beware how you punish the Sensor 
Child. You may, while trying to break 
his will, break his heart. Rough punish- 
ment does not hurt the Motor Child so 
much. He fusses and yells and forgets. 
The Sensor Child is silent and thinks.” 

Perhays they will start whipping me 
now, as | am the Motor Child, and start 
setting CEciL on a chair. 

Dear Man does jolly well know the 
aa between Motor-Me and Sensor- 

ECIL, 

They gave us dry bread for breakfast 
only last week for messing before break- 








Fisherman (beginner). “Dox’T you THINK, 
BEGAN ?” 

Peter (anxious to pay a compliment). 
IMPROVE, Sorr!” 


“You nave, Sorr. 


Peter, I'vE IMPROVED A GOOD DEAL sinor I 


Bvt SURE IT WAS AISY FOR You TO 








fast and coming in late. We had only 

been out with Pedlam—he’s a lovely 

dog we bought off a tramp for fivepence 
trying to find him a rat. 

I was so mad I wouldn't eat a bite. 
But Ceci, just munched away and said, 
“T prefer dry bread.” 

He was jolly all the morning, but I 
was fearfully hungry, and had to make 
up with radishes. I washed them at 
the rain-water butt. 

“Children have just Rights of Posses 
sion.” 

This was awfully interesting. He 
explained how they grumbled when we 
didn’t respect their rights and spoiled 
their things; when all the time they 
never thought of respecting ours. They 
took away our broken toys, and told us 
how we were to spend our very own 
money, and altered our gardens, and 
even sold our ponies or sent away our 
dogs without so much as a “ By your 
leave!” 

And then he finished up with a lot 





about what he called Adultism. He 
said that all the while he had been 
talking he could see in the eyes of his 
audience that they were consumed with 
Adultism. We hadn't a notion what 
he was driving at, till he came back to 
what he had started with on the Tues- 
day — The Child in the Midst.” 

He said they ruined everything, right 
down to the very children’s parties, in 
which, instead of all the grown-up 
people trying to become children for a 
few hours, they tried to turn all the 
genuine children into “horrible little 
adults.” He said he was thankful that 
there were still a few genuine children 
left who would rather have a jolly good 
game than grand frocks, and who liked 
grown-up people who could “make 
believe” better than those who stuck to 
grim fact. Oh-—and he said that even 
the very Bible was ruined to the children 
by Adultism. Crom and me did want 
to know what that word meant. 

Anyhow Mother can’t have much of 
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t, for we adore her Bible people We | caught it in his jaws with wonderful] but it was not until I noticed the 
act them on Sunday afternoons when | precision and laid it tenderly at my feet. approach of a figure in pale blue closely 
everyone is asleep, and if only the} Finally I left the beach and started a| resembling Lucy that I hurriedly took a 
sermons were like Mother's stories we|tramp across country, and was soon|dog ticket and dived into a smoking 
shouldn't need to count all the wriggles| engrossed in a pleasant reverie. The | compartment, rather than face the 


in the lead-work of our stained window 
instead of listening. 

Let the the Bible become 
part of the children’s ve ry he ing. 
' he But that 
happen, the grown-ups don’t understand. 
W hiy 


sand-hills, when the wind was blowing 


stories im 


~O said. when does 


tiresomely hard, Crecm cried out dis- 
gustedly 

[ wish Apranam’s seed wouldn't 
prick my legs so, and get into my hair!” 
And there wasn’t one of them that 


understood what he meant except me. 








THE BEACH DOG. 


I wer him on the evening after my 
arrival at Pebblehampton-on-Sea as | 
went down the steps to the beach. The 
crowd of smart summer people on the 
esplanade depressed me, for I had come 
down by boat, and asharp attack of sun- 
burn on the nose made me temporarily 
eager to avoid my kind. Therefore it 
was with a thrill of gratitude that I met 
his cordial and uneritical eye, and from 
the rapid oscillation of his stumpy tail it 


was obvious the pleasure was mutual. 
He was a dog of curious breeding, a 
cross between a Manchester terrier and 


a collie ; his teeth were noticeably blunt, 


and the white hair on his chest and 
flanks wis stained a pale pink from 
constant excavations in the sand. He 


whimpered with ecstasy when I stooped 
and patted his head, and when I threw 
the fag-end of my he 
uttered a short sharp bark and plunged 
after it into the waves. That bark was 
the first of a long succession * which still 
haunts my dreams, though I have shaken 
the sand of Pebblehampton from my 
feet for ever. A moment later I picked 
up a piece of driftwood and threw it out 
for him into the sea, little knowing that 
by that innocent action I was to bring a 
permanent blight upon my future. But 
I anticipate. 

For half an hour he danced along 
backwards before me, barking vocifer 
ously, with his eye on mine, and retriev- 
ing sticks and stones from the waves 
with rapturous energy. It was evident 
that even then he had formed an undying 
resolution never to leave me, for when, 
tiring of the game and jarred by his 
incessant bark, | flung a stone at his 
head in a fit of petulant anger, he merely 


away cigarette 


This would have been impossible at the 
present day if the scene had been Hunstanton 
Norfolk), where the Council has passed an 
order to the effect that “ Dogs must not bark 
while trotting along the sea front,” and in- 
structed the beach officer to see that dogs 
conform te this rule 


only the other afternoon on the | 


| winter. 





subject of my thoughts was a young | 


| lady named Lucy, who had taken com- 


plete possession of my heart since last 
I had followed her to Pebble 
hampton with a view to bringing matters 
to a climax—the only drawbacks to the 
situation being my nose and the expected 
arrival of Cuaruie Cuarrerts, who was 
also coming down to press his suit. 

So engrossed was | in considering my 
chances that the setting sun found me 
some miles from home, and I was obliged 
to train back from a wayside station in 





T'irat Arab after apelling out adrertisement 


of celebrated pill), “ Hi, "EXRY, WoULDN’T YER 
LIKE A PILL FOR THAT FEELING OF FULNESS 
AFTER EATING?” 

Second Arab. “I'b LIKE THAT FEELING FusT.”’ 


order not to miss my table Chote. On 
the platform I was recalled to earth by 
1 request on the part of the station- 
master that I should take a dog ticket. | 
Following his glance 1 became aware of | 
the beach dog crouching at my feet, | 
panting with his hurried walk, but still | 
watching my every movement with an| 
alert eye. I have since thought that| 
the incredulity shown by the official 
on my remarking that the dog was none 
of mine was perhaps excusable, but 
during the altercation that followed (he 
also being a hasty man) I lost control 
of my temper, particularly at the point 
when,with a significant glance at my nose, 
he alluded to the local lock-up as being 
designed for the restraint of disorderly 
persons. The crowd which gathered 
round sided with the station-master, 
and all agreed that I was a poor cur to 
disown so evidently faithful a servant ; 








critical glance of my lady. The brute 
lay at my feet and took my vicious kicks 
with such humble gratitude that I 
ceased to take pleasure in them, even 
when I discovered that the lady was not 
Lucy, but a plainish person with a nose 
as red as my own. However, I gave my 
attendant the slip in the side streets of 
Pebblehampton, and so entered my hotel 
by the back door in a great hurry, much 
to the surprise and suspicion of the 
proprietress. 

Next morning I was overjoyed to find 


| : : 
my complexion had recovered its normal 


hue, save for the addition of a becoming 
tan—in fact, I may say the rosy tint had 
transferred itself from my nose to my 
prospects, and, light of heart, I set out 
for a dip to brace myself to meet my fate 
before the morning was out. As I ran 
down the steps to the beach the sound 
of a strangled bark let loose a flood of 
memories, and there was the beach dog 
at my side, a large stone wedged between 
his sandy jaws, and the same look of 
unswerving devotion in his loving eyes. 
Throwing the stone to some distance, I 
slipped into a machine and closed both 
doors, and when I emerged into the 
water I had the satisfaction of seeing 
him ensconced, stone and all, on a clean 
white shirt in the next machine, clearly 
under the impression he was guarding 
my belongings. It gave me even greater 
satisfaction to see Lucy on the beach in 
a charming frock, with a pleasant smile 
on her pretty face, and when she waved 
to me with her dainty walking-stick I 
felt was assured. Although 
unable to swim in any depth of water, I 
managed to give a fine exhibition of the 
trudgeon stroke with one foot on the 
bottom. 

“Oh! how beautifully you swim!” 
said Lucy, when half-an-hour later I sank 
down by her side. 

“ Oh, yes—I can swim a bit,” I replied 
carelessly. 

“But you seem so fearless,” she said, 
on a note of admiration. 

“Oh, well,” I said modestly, “of 
course one gets accustomed to things.” 

“T’m sure I never should,” she replied 
with a shiver; “still I should despise a 
man who couldn't swim—it’s such a 
brave and manly exercise.” 

“Well,” I said, “I trust you'll never 
despise me for anything—because you 
know, dear Confound it!” 

I broke off, half blinded by a shower 
of sand flung into my face by the paws 
of the beach dog in his endeavours 
to unearth a stone for my_immediate use. 
With a muttered imprecation I sprang 
to my feet and hurled my stick far out 


success 
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to sea, determined to rid myself of his 
pestilent attentions for a few necessary 
moments. But no sooner had it left my 
hand than I discovered it was Lucy’s 
walking-stick, a present she set great 
store by, that I had flung into the waves 
instead of my own. Lucy made. the 
discovery simultaneously, and turned to 
me with a little ery of anguish. 

“He'll bring it back!” I cried, 
rushing to the brink; but in spite of 
the fact that over-night he had retrieved 
unerringly every odd stick I had thrown 
| for him, now he absolutely refused to go 
further than the breaking waves. 

“He'll never get it!” cried Lucy, 
with puckering chin ; “ it’s going further 
away every minute. You go and get it 
for me—do please—I can’t lose it.” 

I turned white to the lips, and mur- 
mured, | know not what, about cramp 
and a twisted shoulder. She turned 
away in open contempt. 

“Luey,” I eried, “don’t be angry. 
Let’s go and buy another stick now. 
I'll do anything else for you in the 
world.” 

“Oh, go away, you horrid little 
brute!” ejaculated Lucy, as at that 
moment, with one shake of his shaggy 
coat, the beach dog saturated Lucy and 
ruined her frock and my prospects. 

I remembered to have smiled over an 
identical ambiguity in the legend of a 
picture in the current number of Punch, 
but I did not smile now. 

An hour later I was driving to the 
station in a cab with my bag by my side. 
The beach dog was before me in the 
hooking-office, but I was past caring, 
und he lost me in the crowd as I went 
across to the up-platform. A train from 
town had just disgorged its passengers, 
and as I glanced at them from the win- 
dow of my carriage I saw a sight that com- 
pensated for many things. Faultlessly 
dressed in a neat travelling suit, stood 
Cuartie CHatrerts against his load of 
luggage. The beach dog had taken up 
his stand beside him, and was lifting his 
| appealing eyes to Cuartie’s face. My 
| train began to move away, but before 
| the intercepting arch blocked my view 
| | saw Craruie Crarreris stoop down and 
| pat him affectionately, and I sank back 
|} on the cushions with a sigh of bitter 
| satisfaction. 

He, too, would soon be a blighted man! 











Choosing his Company. 


“ Furnished Room wanted, for gent., between 
Angel and Elephant.”.—Daily Telegraph. 





Tue following telegram was recently 
received by the Station-Master at Wal- 
ford Street Junction : 

“Forward at once three 
Mrs. ——, also baby left on 
baby and charge forward.” 


cases labelled 





platform. Feed 


FULL STOP. 


Lady Helyer. “Come, Jounny, I’m sure you 


Johnny (in a hoarse whiaper). “No, rHaxky, Mom. 


CAN MANAGE ONE MORE PIRCE OF CAKE.” 
A’ CAN STILL EAT, BUT A’ CAN'T SWALLER!” 








More Commercial Candour. 


A sorice in the window of a Cambridge | 
hatter runs: 
Speciat Snow tots WEEK. 

Prices REASONABLE. 
25°/, orr Usvar Prices. 


At the Katser’s instance a tax on cats 
has been instituted in Germany. We 
hear, on reliable authority, that a number | 
of the leading cats of Berlin are consider- | 
ing the advisability of brushing thei 
moustaches up at each end, with a view 
to mollifying His Majesty. 


i states that “ 


A Family Affair. 

A corresponpent in The Spectator, 
writing on the subject of bull-fighting, 
several Popes have directed 
Bulls against this pastime.’ 


Ay outspoken criticism of the methods 
of certain athletic champions is pub- 
lished in The Referee. 

‘Amarevr Atucetic Cuampions’ Two Mines 

Warxine Race 
Yeomans 1 


Creasey a 
Harrison 3 


Aleo ran :—Thompson, Metcalfe, &c., &c.” 
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The MaeDuffer. “ Wuat! 


ne aa 


tpli* 


BLAZING INTO THE BROWN. 


MY TOTAL SCORE NOUGHT ? 





Have I MISSED THE WHOLE BLOOMIN’ LoT?” 








THE REVOLT OF THE VEG. 


\ French physician has discovered that 
»ppendicitis may be caused by a vegetable 
dies 
LirrLe heeding where you nestled, 

Germ of all our modern care, 
Fancy free in youth [ wrestled 

With the boldest bill-of fare : 
Mentors who controlled the latter 

Often wondered to my face 
Musing on a polished platter) 

Where | found the cubic space. 


Fashions change; in time I courted 
Food reform and diet-lists, 

Sang hygienics and supported 
Antivivisectionists ; 

GALEN frowned, and at his will I 
Let the lethal cutlet drop, 

And eluded foul bacilli 
Ambushed in a mutton-chop. 


Ilints (promoting patent nostra 
Specified that bread was doom, 

Savants also from their rostra 
Helped to cheat an early tomb ; 

Milk, they told us, needed steril- 
ising im an air-tight keg, 





| And carousers at their peril 


Drained the water-tankard’s dreg. 


Maddened by the germ’s vagaries, 
“ Country life,” I said, “ be mine 
Life amid sequestered Lares 
Clad with the potato vine. 
There I'll foster market seedlings 
And repair a virtual corpse 
With the turnip’s tender wheedlings 
And a round of Yorkshire warps.” 


Thus I eked a bare survival 
Till to-day, when (like Macheth 
Noting Birnam wood’s arrival 
And the hopeless odds on death) 
I who shrank from bos and poreus 
Heard the sentence passed on “ greens,” 
And observed the gates of Orcus 
In the guise of kidney-beans. 


Turned to bay, like one bhes« itted, 
“ Set,” I ered, “ the sirloin loose ! 
Cut the fatted calf's carotid, 
Fill the jar with Samian juice ; 
Never let them claim that carrots 
Sent me down the shadowy road, 
Pray unseal the vintage clarets, 
| Esculapius be blowed !” 


So it stands’; while doctors ferret 


Since potato-plots can kill us, 


| 


Every illness we inherit 


[ revert to that bacillus 


r 


Who wandered down Wimbledon way ; 


That even strong men couldn't stay. 


The fame of this muscular fay 


To the microbe’s last retreat, 
Hides in every food we eat ; 
And our peas are primed with woe, 


Who devoured me long ago! 








DOUBLE LIMERICKS OF THE DAY. 
IV.— Miss Surron. 
There once was a seraph called May, 


The strength of her arm 
Produced such alarm 


Spread over the whole U.S.A. 
But though Surren indeedy 
She never was seedy, 
And her stance was as good as a play. 


New TeRM FoR THE Ric AND THE Poor. 


The Smart Set and the Sharpset.. 
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“ NONE SO DEAF—-” 


F ; , , 
‘‘T confess I sometimes despair of the country ever becoming alive to the danger of the unpreparedness of our present position until 
too late to prevent some fatal catastrophe.”—Earl Roberts's speech in the House of Lords, July 10. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Topsy, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, July 9. 
Came upon SAMUEL Roperts just now in 
remote corridor. ‘Took no note as Sark 
and I passed. Walked as a man ina 
dream; glassy eyes fixed on nothing; 
1 strange pallor sicklied o'er his counten- 
ance ; lips moved as if he were rehears- 
ing incantation, 

One of our new Members, he had up 
to to-day his fame to make. <A Sheffield 
blade, he has Howarp Vincent among 
his colleagues. Whenever question is 
raised of the relative strength of the 
British Army and the safety of these 
Islands from hoof of the invader, 8. R. 
instinctively turns to allow his eyes to 
rest on the martial figure in laager behind 
the Front Opposition Bench. Another 
distinction is that he is the successor of 
AsaweaD Bartiert in the affections of the 
Kecleshall Division. Personally a man 
of note in city and shire. Has been 
Lord Mayor of one ; is Deputy-Lieutenant 
of the other. 

This afternoon posed Sr. Aveustine 
with question on Education Bill. Had 
given up days and nights to its composi- 
tion. For a saint, Birrett displays a 
certain mundane agility in evading 
awkward questions. Now he had to 
deal with a man from Sheffield. What 
S. R. wanted to know was whether, on a 
vacancy occurring in a teaching staff, 
the Local Education Authority would be 


permitted to ascertain that the candidate |. 


engaged is able or willing to give the 


“WaLkep as A Man ty A Dream.” 


“His lips moved as if he were rehearsing 
neantation. .. Whether, that, ascertain, that, 
flirmative, negative. Wheréby, why not?...’” 


(Mr. San-l R-b-rts.) 





Tue “Man o¢ Destixsy” anp nis FaGie Face 
(Mr. H-ld-ne and Mr 


special religious instruction allowed in | 
the school ? 

“That'll fetch him,” Samvuet smiled 
to himself, resuming his seat after firing 
off his shot. 


“Tf,” Sr. Avueustive replied, “the 
word ‘ whether’ be substituted for ‘ that’ 
in the question, after the word ‘ascer- 
tain, the answer is in the affirmative. 
If the word ‘that’ be retained, the 
answer is in the negative.” 

The House tittered. Samvet gasped. 
As soon as Questions were over he 
went forth to retired quarter where we 
found him thinking the matter out. As 
we passed he was heard to murmur, 
“ Whether, that, ascertain, that, aflirma- 
tive, negative. Whereby, why not? If 
so, what odds? Can any man say other- 
wise? No. Awast then!” 

“Poor chap!” said the Memper ror 
Sark, “he’s muddling up Brerens with 
Bunsby. By the way I never saw it 
noticed that Dow José in his famous 
declaration, ‘What I have said, I have 
said,’ plagiarised from one of the eryptic | 
utterances of the Captain of the Cautious 
Clara. Overhaul the wollum, and you ‘Il 
find it in the chapter describing the | 


THe, STORM TOGETHER, 


$-ch-n-n 


visit to Bunshy of Sol Gills, Florence 
Dombey, and Captain Cuttle, They were 
greeted by the oracular remark, “My 
name's Bunsby, and what I says I stands 
to.” 

Business done. 
Edueation Bill. 

Thursday night. Pretty to see what 
wonders position on Treasury Bench 
works for some newcomers. ‘Time was 
when Hapane’s uprising from middle 
of second Bench behind ex-Ministers 
was signal for general impulse to stroll 
forth and see how the weather was 
keeping up. Some men wake to find 
themselves famous after speech delivered 
over-night. Some steadily but slowly 
work themselves into confidence and 
esteem of House. Alas for those who 
never do either but die with all their 
music in them. 

Hatpane belongs to 
Those who enjoy the privilege of per- 
sonal acquaintance recognised from the 
first his supreme capacity, were con 
vinced that his slow pace would over 
take and pass many nimbler runners 
on the track. His shrewd knowledge, 
clear insight, and judicial mind were a 


Clause 8 added to 


second class. 
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REGULATING THI 
{ Am I to be silenced ?! 
P it. J bl] 
r-rigin, but | ken varra weel whaur ye're gar 


tor his djuty ! 


potent influence in the inner counsels of 
the Liberal Party long before they were 
recognised in his ord red speeches 

That was due to style and manner 
He was so quiet and unemotional, so 
level in his utterance, that casual hearers 
were not sufficiently attracted to follow 
necessary to 


im with the closeness 
discover his real place as a debater. 

The secret was out in the earliest 
weeks of his sojourn at the War Office. 
It required both courage and common 
sence for a Minister freshly come into 
command in Pall Mall openly to declare 
that he did not propose to direct fresh 
departure until he had made himself 
thoroughly acquainted with work of bis 
department and the condition of the 
Army. Of course in an ordinary busi 
ness establishment there 
nothing new in that. It would be 
regarded 


would he 


as an ordinary commonplace 
conclusion But we manage things 
lifferently in Pall Mall. Before they 
had learnt their way about the tortuous 
passages of the office, HaLpane’s imme 
diate predecessors had each elaborated 
1 thorough reorganisation of the British 
\rmy. 


mmy ('-ldir-ll Yoong mon I’m no 


PARLIAMENTARY! TRAFFIC 
Do you know I come from Hatfield ?!!” 


gr-reatly concer-rned aboot y'r place of 
tae if ye stan’ between Jemmy Caudwell and 


study and profound thought, the Secre- 
rary or Strate For War discloses his 
first move on the inevitable pathway of 
reform. The difference between his 
personal position and that oceupied by 
him up to the last day of the Balfourian 
Parliament is strongly marked. Then 
the half-empty benches, the withdrawal 
of the searcher after amusement and 
excitement, the remnant of an audience 
fit though few, business men who 
recognised one who knew what he was 
talking about. To-day he rises to con- 
front an audience crowded on every 
bench. Two-score peers have managed 
to squeeze into the double row of seats 
assigned to them in the gallery over the 
clock. Strangers of lower estate have 
waited in long line, hoping to find a 
place. A throng of Members stand 
patient at the Bar. Others line the 
side galleries. The Ladies’ Gallery is 
crammed. Its fair occupants have but 
the remotest idea of what the speech 


imports or whither it leads. But Mr. | 


Haupane has become a Parliamentary 
Institution. Like tea on the Terrace, he 
is the fashion. So here, in anticipation 


| of his speech, is the House crowded, 


This afternoon, after six months’ close| throbbing with excitement, whilst he 


modestly recognises the fact that he is 
the same man whose voice, raised from 
the opposite benches, was through many 
years as that of one crying in the 
wilderness. 

Business done. 
important statement on War 
policy. 

Friday night.-In one sole respect the 
Chairman of the Kitchen Committee 
resembles the burglar. His lot is not 
a happy one. Only the other day he 
had to face and explain the mystery of 
the apparition from the House of Com- 
mons larder of a tin bearing the trade- 
mark of a famous Chicago meat-packing 
firm, purportigg to contain compressed 
chicken. Enquiry resulted in complete 
exoneration. It was made clear that the 
can was not the rose, though it had 
lived near it. The original contents 
were long ago devoured by an anonymous 
gourmet. A luxurious workman, anxious 
to associate his humble midday fare with 
the departed delicacy, brought his dinner 
down in the can. James ALFrep J acony 
left the court without a stain on his 
character. 

A further question, relating to a per- 
manent arrangement, is fraught with 
more difficulty. Discovery has been 
made, in the published reports of the 
enquiry into the system of domestic 
economy under the rule of the Poplar 
Guardians, that the inmates of the work- 
house have their five-o’clock tea made 
from a herb whose quality is marked 
by the fact that. bought wholesale, it 
works out at 2s. 4d.a pound. Now it is 
no secret that the Kitchen Committee do 
not spend more than 1s. 6d. a pound on 
tea supplied to noble lords, hon. and 


Mr. Hanpane makes 
Office 








’ 


“Tue First Duty or Cittzeysnir.” 
Firat Citizen. “’Ere, I s’y, wot’s all this 
‘ere rot as Ole ‘ Bobs’ ‘as bin a-torkin’ abaout 
univussle ‘millitry trining, an’ wantin’ to mike 
the likes of us into a bloomin’ ‘ reservore’?! 
An’ \to think ‘ow we've trusted that man, an’ 
wore buttons with ‘is fice an’ all, an’ cheered 


ourselves jolly near ‘oarse over ‘im! !” 
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right hon. gentlemen composing the 
House of Commons. 

Though absolutely unjust, it is not 
altogether unnatural that the incident 
has created a coolness between the House 
and the esteemed Chairman of the Kitchen 
Committee. It is obvigusly a matter of 
fancy and prejudice. Before the Poplar 
secret leaked out hon. members used to 
smack their lips over their afternoon 
tea, dispensing it with pardonable pride 
to ladies visiting the Terrace. It was 
no uncommon thing for the head of a 
household, gathering his mate and her 
brood round a table on the Terrace, to 
regard her countenance as she poured 
out the tea with mute but intelligible 
enquiry, “ Why don’t you give us some- 
thing like this at home?” Now the 
bloom is brushed off the flower, the 
scent has, so to speak, deserted the 
Pekoe. Even Sark, whom everyone would 
suppose to have a soul above these 
matters, has had his mind embittered. 

“When,” he said, “I read the daily 
report of evidence given before the 
Inspector of the Local Government 
Board, I recall that extracted by the 
Royal Commission investigating trans- 
actions in Military Stores at the Cape. 
| recognise the truth of that fine line 
of the poet’s, ‘ Poplar hath her victories 
no less renowned than War.’” 

Business done.— Eleven o'clock rule 
suspended. Buckle to to wind up 
business before Recess. 








MY TEAM. 
THe Cxoosina or THE Day. 

[ was a fool ever to have promised 
to take an eleven down to Chartleigh ; 
doubly a fool to have dragged Henry 
Barton into it. Hewyry is a first-class 
cricketer, and it was my idea that he 
should do all the batting for us, and 
such of the bowling as the laws allowed. 
[ had also another idea, and this I 
explained to Henry. 

“As you are aware,’ I said, “the 
ideal side contains five good bats, four 
good bowlers, a wicket keeper, and Henry 
Barton.” 

Quite so,” agreed Henry. 

“That is the principle on which one 
selects an eleven. Now, I intend to 
strike out a line of my own. My team 
shall consist of three authors or jour- 
nalists, two solicitors, four barristers, a 
couple from the Stock Exchange, some 
civil servants and an artist or two. How 
many is that?” 

Nineteen.” 

“ Well, that’s the idea, anyhow.” 

“It’s a rotten idea.” 

“No, it’s a splendid idea, I wonder 
nobody has thought of it before. I send 
‘ solicitor and a journalist in first. The 
journalist uses the long handle, while 


I, 


Youthful Parzen. “ Dox’? smoke THAT, MY BOY. You’. NEVER MAKE A GREAT CRICKETER 
iF you po! TAKE MY ADVICE AND THROW IT AWAY.” a 
Small Boy. “Garx! What 'up you Do IF YOU'D LEFT YOUR PIPE ON THE DRORIN’-ROOM 


MANTEL ?” 











“And where does the artist come 
in?” Saturday.” 

“The artist comes in last, and plays| “ Precisely,” I said. 
for a draw. You are very slow to-day, | cise for the London toiler. 





* People are always playing cricket on 


“ Healthy exer 
That's why 


Henry.” I’m asking 'em.”’ 
Hexry, the man of leisure, thought a} “ But I mean they ‘ll have arranged to 
moment. | play already with their own teams. Or 


“Yes, that’s all very well for you|else they'll be going away for week- 
working men,” he said at last, “ but | ends.” 

what do I go as? Or am I one of the} ‘“ One can spend a very pretty week 
barristers ?”’ }end at Chartleigh.” 
“You go as ‘with Baroy.’ Yes. If| “ H'm, let me think. 
you 're very good you shall have an ‘H’ | week, isn't it?” 


Any day in the 


in brackets after you. ‘ With Barton} “ Except, apparently, Saturday,” | 
(H.).’” | said huffily. 
The method of choosing my team| “Let's see, now, what days are 


being settled, the next thing was the | there?” 


day. “Any day in the first week in| I mentioned two or three of the better 
July,” the Chartleigh captain had said. | known ones. 

Now at first sight there appear to be| “ Yes. Of course, some of those are 
seven days in the week, but it is not|impossible, though. We'd better gu 
really so. For instance, Saturday. Now | through the week and see which is best.’ 
there’s a good day! What could one| I don’t know who Bartow is that he 
object to in a Saturday ? 'should take it upon himself to make 
But do you imagine Hexry Bartoy | invidious distinctions between the days 
would let it pass ? |of the week. 


‘I don’t think you'll get eleven| “Very well, then,” I said. “Sunday.” 


“a 








the solicitor plays for keeps.” 
pias ps 





he Ass ! 


people for the Saturday,” said. 
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That seemed to settle Sunday, B80 we This was too much. his on ‘ ‘ 
passed on to Monday. “ Henry,” I said coldly, “ you forget PLAYING THE GAME. 

You won't get your stockbroker on | yourself you forget yourself strangely, “Mr. Bytes: Will the right hon. gentleman 
Monday,” said Henry. “It’s Contanger-|my lad. Just because I was weak tell us if it was correctly reported that the 
day or something with them every|enough to promise you an ‘H’ after rebels fought magne ors Fag gia — 
Monday your name, You seem to have forgotten the English eall fair play 7) ar 

Stock-taking, don’t you mean ?” that the ‘HL’ was to be in brackets.” 7 : 

Perhaps Anyhow, = one in the “Yes. but I’m afraid | really am Zululand Field Force Orders. July—1906. 
House can get away on a Monday engaged.” 1. ALL maxims, rifles, revolvers, field- 

“T must have my _ stockbrokers “Are you really? Look here—TI’ll| glasses, eye-glasses, maps, fountain pens, 
Tuesday leave out the ‘with,’ and you shall be and other objects likely to afford an 
Tuesday, it seemed, was hopeless. I one of us. There! Baby see the pretty | unfair advantage over the enemy will be 


was a fool to have thought of Tuesday. 
Why, every body knew that 
Tuesday was impossible 
day for 

[ forget what spoilt Tues- 
day's chance. I fancy it was 
t busy day for Civil Servants. 
No one in the Home Civil can 
away on a Tuesday. | 
Know that sounds absurd, but 
Henry was being absurd just 
then. Or it 
Briefs get given out on a A 


get 


was barristers ? 
luesday, | was made to under 
stand. That brought to 
Wednesday. I hoped much 


us 


from Wedne sday. 

“ Yes,” said Henry, “ Wed 
nesday might do. Of course 
most of the weeklies go to 





press on Wednesday. Rather 
an awkward day for journal 


ists. What about Thursday ? 
I began to get annoyed. 
“Thursday my flannel 

trousers go to the press, | 


said. “That is to Say , they come 
back from the wash then.” 
* Look here why try to be 
funny ?”’ 
“Hang it, who started it ?| 
Talking about Contanger-days 
it sounds like a 
new kind of guano.” 
Well, if you don’t believe} \k 


Contanger 


me ) 
“Henry, I do Thursday 
be it, then.’ 
Yes, | suppose that s all 
right,”’ said Henry doubtfully. 


Why not? Don’t say it’s 
sending-in day with artists, 
[ implored ‘Not 
Thursday ?”’ 

No. Only there’s Friday, and | 

“ Friday is my busy day,” | pleaded 
‘my one ewe lamb Do not rob me of it.” 

It’s a good day, Friday. I 
think you ‘d find that most people could 
get off then.” 

* But why throw over Thursday like | 
this? <A honest Henry. 
Many people get born on a Thursday, 
Henry, And it’s a marrying day, Henry. | 
A nice, clean, sober day, and you rs 

“The fact said Henry, 
suddenly ret membered L’m 
myself on Thursday.” 





erery 


Caddie 


very 
gr ocd, 


day, 


“I've 
engaged 


Is, 





gentleman !”’ 


DISTINCTION WITHOUT DIFFERENCE. 
Sensiltve Gol fer who haa foozled 
Caddie. “ 


Sensitive Golfer. “ AND WHAT'S FUNNY ABOUT HIM 7? 


“Dip You LAUGH AT ME, 


No, Str; I wis LAUGHIEN’ AT ANITHER MAN.” 


’ 
” 


AWFU’ LIKE You, Nir! 


He PLAYS GOWF 


Henry smiled and shook his head. 

“Oh well,’ I said, “we must have| 
you. So if you say Friday, Friday it is. | 
You're quite sure Friday is all right} 
for solicitors? Very well, then.” 

So the day was settled for Friday. | 
It was rather a pity, because, as I said, 
in the ordinary way Friday is the day 
I put aside for work, 





Tue Pioneer Hair Dresser, 
Still Forging Ahead. 
Adtt. in “ Exchange and Mart.” 





| conduct, 


at once collected and returned to the base. 
© 2. Native assegais and 

ae ; , 

| shields will be issued to front- 
ranks, and knobkerries to rear- 
ranks, immediately on receipt 
from Birmingham. 


~ 3. Pending the arrival of 
the new arms, officers com- 


manding units will take the 


a opportunity of exercising 
“ their commands in “ exposure- 
a drill.” Strenuous efforts must 
: be made to encourage the 
ot “ Zulus, who will soon, it is 
a = - | : c ‘ a 
& ioped, rise to energetic 

. . 
‘ Mm methods of slaughter and 


mutilation, instead of going 
about the business in the half- 
hearted manner we know so 
well. 

4. (a) As a precaution 
‘against causing surprise a 
field-officer with good man- 
ners will be sent overnight 
to inform the rebel chief of the 
intended advance; but, in 
order to preclude all possi- 
bility of a question in the 
House as to whether ample 
warning was given of our 
approach, the words “Are 
you ready ?—Play!” will be 
delivered every hundred yards 
by section-shouts from the 
right. (6) The attack will 

always be carried out in close 
{ formation ; fat men and white 
horses in front. 

5. In accordance with the 
recognised principles of fair 
play, troops, on arriving with- 
in the unpleasant zone, will 
dismount and engage on 
4 foot. Any man detecied 


poy?” 


|prodding’ with his assegai below the 


belt; giving a Zulu tinned rations; 
treading on his toes; refusing to re- 
lease him when he taps twice on 
the veldt (see rules of Jiu-Jitsu); or 
showing any other unsportsmanlike 
will be court-martialled and 
(As you were.—-For ‘shot’ read 
‘ assegaied.’) 


(Signed) O. C. Zuvoranp Fiecp Force. 


shot. 





Pope in the House. 
Eterna Byces his emptiness betray, 
As shallow streams run babbling all the way. 
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BRITISH GRIT. 


Gentleman on Stump. “ You TOUCH ME, YOU BRUTE, AND I'LL KILL you!” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Ir any one familiar with the personnel of English politics 
looks to Caesar's Wife (MeTuuen) for portraits or caricatures 
of any of its leaders, he (or she) will be disappointed. I 
never heard of Mr. Metton’s name in Parliamentary circles, 
but he has evidently enjoyed opportunity of closely studying 
them. His little touches of description of the House of 
Commons in debate are admirably done. But he discreetly 
refrains from temptation to use its prominent Members as lay 
figures. Starting with thé ambitious intent of writing 
a political novel, he finds himself irresistibly led into the 
commoner pathways of domestic tragedy. “The Leader of the 
Opposition, baffled in the political arena by the restless 
independence of a nominal follower, makes discovery that 
the rebel is in love with his wife, and she with him. The 
story of their infatuation is boldly told. Evolved in several 
dramatic scenes, it reaches its climax in a stroke of tragedy 
that conveniently removes the husband and leaves the lovers 
free. Apparently a first effort Caesar's Wife is a clever 
performance, full of rich promise. 


Latter-Day Sweethearts (Uxwix) gives 

Delirious hints how the Beau Monde lives — 

A subject of whieh Mrs. Burton Harrison 

Seems to have knowledge beyond comparison. 
She catches you up, and lifts you clean 

From all that is vulgar and cheap and mean, 

To a glorious, opulent, glowing land 

Where everything's gilt-edged, rich, and grand ; 





Hardly a man you encounter there 

Who isn’t a peer or a millionaire, 

And the cireumambient atmosphere 's 

Suited to millionaires and peers. 

They always engage, these tip-top swells, 
Palatial suites in crack hotels, 

And travel in trains de luxe, and trot 

Round the seas in a sumptuous yacht, 

Till those who aren't as rich as the Czar 

Get happily wedded to those who are. 

In fact, in this wonderful work we see 

The Upper Ten as they ought to be ; 

And aspiring folk would do well to try 

‘To model the scheme of their lives thereby. 
There's a plot, of course, to support the bliss, 
Which, put succinctly, amounts to this 
Heroine A rejects young B, 

Who is promptly accepted by Heroine C, 
Who loves Lord D, who, strange to say, 

Is suspected of aiming at Heroine A, 

Who loves young B all the time But there, 
What matters the plot? It can’t compare 

In worth with the one main point, and that's 
The mixture of peers and plutocrats. 


The House of Macwusan has just added Dorset to its 


“ Highways and Byways” series ; and whom do you think has 
written it? The Sergeant-Surgeon to H.M. the Koyo, and 
Lord Rector of the University of Aberdeen. In other words, 
Sir Frepertck Treves, Bart., G.C.V.0.,C.B., LL.D. There's 
honour for the simple folk of Wessex! He has done it very 
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he | fault I have t 
nea It ve | Ss a yp und and a half. 








find with the book is that it is too 
But it is a pound 
f the best Dorset, anyway. 
British Isl by Rienarp Sovrn 


rs \\ X& Co is advertised to go m the pocket 


| | | ever, with the collector is that he has] 
Ire mein things which have to in the pocket 

«tthe, cork-lined collecting box, various parts of his 

¢ collapsible net, and soon. Of course it is possible 

ut some of these weapons. The butterfly, when 

i be pinched gently under the thorax, and put | 


Lin lacat (nl somehow this doesn't seem to he | 


the game, Still, if there is a spare pocket, this book 





certainly go into it. It contains coloured plates of 

Teale front view hack view and profile all just 

they can be. I happened to turn to the Clouded 

) nd read If a female is captured in August it 

good | lan to try to induce her to lay ROE eggs.’ 

| e often caught Female Clouded Yellows in August, but 
never a question of eggs arose I found threats, prayers 

nd entreaties alike useless Mr. Sourn, however, is as 
eloful here s in all other difficulties. Every boy should 
ng h hook which (let me tell the parent in 

nhcdence) costs nly six sl illings. 

{ ld davs a hero was a man, and a heroine a woman, 

it i the end of it But we know better now, and 
eroes and heroines elsewhere, on four legs as well as | 

VV Mr. THompson Serox, who is Naturalist to the Govern 
ment of Manitoba, as well as a lecturer and author, has written a 
hook about several of his acquaintances, called Animal Heroes 
Cao AnLI wherein vou may read of the great merits of a 
certain slum cat, and a certain bull-terrier, and a pigeon, 
Ivins md a reindeer, and two wolves. all of whom 
{ lity ‘| result is a book that no child should | 
t | give it 1 pinion that as a writer about | 
Taow Set } 
(‘an t be beaten 





ODE TO A CHEAP SAUSAGE. 


low still unfathomed bag of mystery ! 
Thou foster-child of Chemistry and Crime ! 
| thsome come stible Vv hose scent should be 


The luscious mate of herbs and fragrant thyme ~ 
What horrid legend hangs about thy shape 
Of stockyard or of packing-house or both, 
By Strasbourg or the shores of Michigan ; 
What yarns wherewith the papers, nothing loth, 
idl the incredulous reader stand agape 
At what thou art, and all that bad men can ? 


\ sausage should be meat, but I have heard 
That thou art meeter for the cemetery ; 
That in thy fashioning some things cecurred 
\W he reol ar sumeé would leave thee very 
| nappetising W hat if it be so? 
\ge cannot alter thee, nor scandal stale 
The ] ublic nose’s well-accustomed sense, 
Nor aught diminish the delightful tale 
()f blended flavours which thine eaters know, 
(r take from thine amazing succulence ! 


Why range the s] heres of speculative thought 
To rehabilitate in halting rhyme 

\ught of the cosmic processes that w rought 
\ resurrection instant and sublime ? 


criticism, 


lglad by country sights and sounds and scents. 


' 
ell, too, mingling history and topography and local tradi-| Perchance thou wast a little curly dog 
| pers nal lnpressions into an agreeable pot pourrt. } Ere thou becam’st a Sausage; ora pair 


Of mislaid leggings ; or potato peels. 
Perchance some citizen whose teeth, or hair, 
Happened quite inadvertently to clog 
The whirring sequence of relentless wheels. 


Perhaps thou lately wast a foaming steed, 
A blithe four-wheeler harnessed to thy flanks, 
Whose toil-worn carcass, toughest of its breed, 
The dogs’-meet-vendor had declined with thanks ; 
Perhaps a Persian cat, for ever lost 
Within some ham-and-beef shop's dark recess, 
Thou from a chat became eharctterie. 
But there— what skills it ruthlessly to guess, 
i bullient sausage, who or what thott wast : 
Thou art my lunch, and that’s enough for me ! 


Saucisse, polony, schnitzel, saveloy, 
The hungry generations gulped thee down, 
Nor cared what arts thy makers might employ 
So thou wert plump and savoury and brown. 
Pensive we thrust the fork into thy ribs, 
And spread the mustard with artistic touch, 
Then paused awhile, and walked serenely in. 
And * Oh,” we cried, “ sweet comforter of such 
As suffer from a paucity of dibs, 
Thou art ambrosia, all except the skin!’ 


’ 


A fig for these sensational reports, 
Ly signed to lead thy worshippers away ! 
And yet— perhaps I’m feeling out of sorts, 
But 1’ ve no appetite for thee to-day. 
‘Tis but the mind’s impre ssionable eye, 
The mental palate only that now fail 
To judge thy proper qualities aright ; 
Respectfully I seize thee by the tail, 
And, moving to the casement thoughtfully, 
Give thee to blank oblivion and the night! 
ALGOL. 


We frequently hear of a hungry man “walking into a 
meal” (see above), but a writer in The CU. T. C. Gazette has 
hit upon a more picturesque way of putting it. ‘ Between 
Serravalle and Pistoja,” he says, “we halted beside a stream 


land made tea, and rode into the latter at sunset.” 





Tre word “ Suffragettes” has met with a good deal of 


Why not call them Insuffrabelles ? 








“A CHILD IN THESE MATTERS.” 


Mr. Punxcn confesses to have always had a soft place in his 
heart for the children (being practically himself “a child in 
these matters’ 
many among his readers who share this foible. It is on 


behalf of a Fund which sends the children of the slums 
into the green fields to have their little lungs filled with 
The modest sum of ninepence furnishes a day's 


Fresh Air. 


happiness (and many more days of happy anticipation and 
and last year 180,000 were made 


memory) for one child ; 


is hoped that the number will reach 200,000. 


Vr. Punch’s readers will at least make up the difference. All 
contributions should be sent (and they send twice who send 
quickly, before the summer goes) to the Secretary of the 


Fresh Air Fund, 17, Henrietta Street, W.C, 


and he ventures to make an appeal to the 


This year it 
Perhaps 
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